WINTER ISSUE 
NO.7 




ROCKS THE 

UNDERWORLD 

IN FIVE 

MYSTERY- PACKED 

stories: 













sw 



0- 

lA 



IRPTflin FUTURE -mun if Innnrrnui 



^ 



CASH 

PRIZES 

\ GIVEN 



DOHTVARE 

' «.S5 THE ■irSA^CT 
STDOY OF... 





vtiL 






m^- 




YWKf*L 


■ f^^ \ 




iLSv*- 




B , jfl 


ifeft 


\ > 


^^^msmmm 




i ^ 






\ ». V 


- Y : ^-M 


■.' - ■■■■ 



WANTED! jLnyWeM 



lings to become 



HE-MEN 




JOWETT'S PHOTO BOOK 
OF FAMOUS STRONG MEN! 

This amazing book has guided thousands of 
weaklings to muscular power. Packed with 
photos of miracle men of might and muscle 
who started perhaps weaker than you are. 
Read the thrilling adventures of Jowett in 
strength that inspired his pupils to follow 
him. They'll show you the best way to 
might and muscle. Send for -this FREE Jre 
gift book of PHOTOS OF FAMOUS M 
STRONG MEN. \!V 
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mmmm.' it says, "the 
first three men to own 

the cellini dagger were 
MuaoEKeo: — 

SUPPOSEDLY BY THE 
PASSER ITSElf , WHICH 
WAS BELIEVED TO HAVE 
MORTAL POWER " -■ WHEW.' 
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THEKE AKE FINGER. 
MARKS ON HIS THKOAT.' 
" DEAP , 
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READ ABOUT IT IN THAT BOOK, 
DOLAN.' ... CELLINI WANTED HIS 
DAGGER ADMIRED AS A THING OF 
BEAUTY -- NOT FEARED AS AN 
INSTRUMENT OF DEATH.' HE 
/MADS SURE IT COULDN'T 
KILL ANYONE. 
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/SO.YA SSE.THKE 
I WAS WITH THE 
BAIL ON THE FORTY 

s YARP LINE WITH 

J EIGHT BIG BUYS 

' BETWEEN ME 
AN' THE SOAL 
POSTS WHEN.., 
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COOT** CKUMTTT? 

THAT CRAiy KID 
HE KNOW THAT 
IT THAT BECAUSE 

A COOTER. i 
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B '^ 'pOHrAWT'OASBMENTWIFJ 
\ A MAN IN TOWN.' S'lONS.' ^ 
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GIVE HER TWO WEEKS 
TO FORGET THE 
DEA! IT ONLY 
TOOK THREE 
DAYS LAST 





iWELL ...WELL- 
DEAR OLD MAV I 

block: she y i the ballet 
used to be \ \ instructor.' 
a fence tor 
hot goods; 




CAMELLIA valle. once \ 

CONVICTED OF GRAND 
LARCENY, NOW A VOICE 
TEACHER/ BUSTER 
BURNELL AND DAVID 
SAXON, AN EX-FORGER) 
AND AN EX-COUNTER- 
FEITER, NOW TAR- 
DANCING TEACHER 
AND PIANIST.' 




WHV DON'T YOU 
ROUND 'EM UP 
AND PUT THEM 
WHERE THEY'LL 
KEEP OUT OF 




then stop worrying.' 
ellen can take care i 
of herself: ... anv , 
news on those 

smuggled 
emeralds? 
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no: the federal 
men insist they're 
being passed on 
through centbal city.' 

but i can't even 
think about it with 
ellen on my mind.' 
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CONFIDENTIALLY, HE5 
RANK ... VERY BANK.' 
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SPIRIT, LOOK 
OUT.' YOU'RE 
NOT AS YOUNG 
AS YOU USED 
k TO BE 
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HOLD THIS ON 
THEM, ELLEN, 
WHILE TLOOk , 
INTO THE DOCS A 
L BAG.' 



THE SMUGGLED EMERALDS.' 
IT WAS PR. HELEN GRAY'S 
JOB TO PICK THEM OUT OF 
THE HEELS ON THE GANG'S 
DANCING SHOES AND PASS 
THEM on: DOLAN'LLLOVE 
you FOR THIS, ELLEN.* 
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THE DRAGON MURDERS held central city in 

STARK TERROR UNTIL THE SPIRIT ENTERED THE CASE.' 
FOLLOW THE SPIBIT IN THIS BI7ARRE ADVENTURE 
WHICH HE, HIMSELF. CALLED " THE CASE OP THE 
KINCH.Y DRAGON! " 
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SEVERAL HOURS LATER AT THE 
RESIDENCE OF JOSEPH BILTON--, I 



FUNNY ANVONE YHE"S SUPPOSED ] 
WOULD WANT TO I TO HAVE A LOT/ 
MURDER AN OLD A OF MONEY.' / 

recluse: << S /-t. -1 



DEAD MEN DONT PAST U MISr SP/RT TOSS, 
WITH THEIR MONEY.' ... I AH DON'LAK THIS 
THREATS ARE EASIER f < —, PLACE' n^ 
AND BEING BETTER/ 

-. results: 




X AM JOSEPH BILTON.' If POLICE BUSINESS. 
' YOU WISH TD SEE ME7J> WE HEARD YOUR 

, HAD BEEN THREATENED, 




VERY STRANGE COINCIDENCE — 
CHECK-UP ON THE MURDERS 

5 THAT ALL THE DEAD WERE 
RELATED TO YOU! IS THAT TRUE? 
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FIRST ROOM TO\ /SOUNDED LAKl 
TOE RIGHT! IT ( A GHOST TO 
SOUNDED LIKE ' v 
DORIS, MY 
NIECE.' 
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pressing a voung lady 
attentions on a boy. 
tch: tch; 
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JUS' A MINUTE. \ 
MIST SPIKIT J 
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NOT A FRIEND.' A SERVANT WHO LEPT 
MY EMPLOY MONTHS AGO.' HE LEFT > 
BEFORE THESE HORRIBLE THINGS i„M 
' 1 BEGAN TO HAPPEN.' J-T^T^ZJ 
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NOT AFTER I MADE A CALL TO 
THE SURROGATE COURT.' BlLTON 
WAS EXECUTOR OP THE BlLTON 
FAMILY WILL... AND WITH THE 
DEATH OF HIS NIECE WOULD 
HAVE THE WHOLE FORTUNE, 
ALONE 




(YOU WERE.' NO CHINESE SENT 
i THOSE DRAGON NOTES! I KNEW 
i WHERE THEY CAME FROM THE 
/MINUTE I ENTERED THIS HOUSE.' 
| ALL THESE GERMAN INSTRUMENTS 
\ OF TORTURE TOLD MB ! ., 




THE DRAGON IS GOOD LUCK 
IN CHINA.' NO CHINESE WOULD 
DREAM OF USING IT AS A 
THREAT* THE CHINESE DRAGON 
HAS FIVE CLAWS -ONLY THE 
GERMAN KILLER DRAGON HAS 
THREE.' ...SIMPlEf, 
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RENEGADE SLAVE 



A FTER burning the cabin and scalping the 
Dodd family, the Nottoways fled down the 
valley and disappeared. 

The Rangers found the mute evidence two 
days later. It was always thus. The Rangers 
seemed never to be on the job when needed. 
The Indians took full advantage of this fact. 
They struck in the most obscure places at the 
most inopportune times. 

Col, Spotswood, leader of the famous Vir- 
ginia Rangers, drew his horse under the shade 
cf a great maple and mopped his face. 

"Bloody varmints," he growled. "If we only 
had more men. We'll never run 'em to earth 
with this handful. What's the matter with 

them scouts of ours?" 

There were nine mounted men in the group. 
Their horses puffed and the men mopped at 
heated faces. It had been a hard ride. Fruitless, 
as ail the others had been. The Nottoways 
seemed to have inside information as to where 
the Rangers would be at all times. 

Klegg said, "Seems to me. Colonel, that news 
is leakin" out. Them reds cain't be that foxy. 
I been a-huntin' reds thirty years an' I never 
seed none of 'em that bright 1 " 

The colonel whirled. "You mean, my man, 
that someone is tipping off our movements?" 

Klegg stirred and reddened. "Not exactly 
that, Colonel. Not in so many words — " 

"Get it out. man!'" snapped the florid colonel. 
"If you have any ideas, speak up!" 

A young officer drew his horse up at this 
point. "Colonel," he said, "I too have been hunt- 
ing Indians for a long time. I know pretty much 
how they react. These Nottoways don't seem 
to be following true to form." 

Colonel Spotswood scowled. "You, too, eh?" 

"There is surely a leak somewhere," said the 
young officer, Tom Lipton. 

* * * 

The Nottoways still struck and escaped. 

Governor Horner of Virginia called Colonel 
Spotswood into his office one day and laid 
down the law. 



You've got to run these Indians down, Colo- 
nel, or there'll be the very devil to pay. I'd 
hate to see you transferred — " 

Col. Spotswood gasped, stared. "You mean, 
Governor, that — " 

Horner lifted a bejeweled hand. "Tush, Colo- 
nel. Not so fast. I merely implied that His Maj- 
esty, when he reads the reports of the settle- 
ments for the last few months, isn't going to 
be pleased." 

Col. Spotswood grumbled and strode out into 
the sunny square. WiHiamsburgh was certainly 
a paradise in the spring. 

MacVeigh, a bitter, taciturn fellow inden- 
tured to Colonel Spotswood, sauntered across 
the square and pulled a forelock. 

"Yer mare be ready shod, yer Honor," said 
the man gruffly. "Want I should bring her up?" 

The colonel shook his head. "Not now, Mac- 
Veigh. Here is a shilling. Be at Orbett's or- 
dinary on the hour," He spun the coin and the 
Scot grasped it. Then he shuffled off toward 
the town pub. 

"Funny cuss," said the colonel to himself. 
"Been acting queer ever since I had him lash- 
ed. Let me see — he's got a mite over two years 
yet to serve. Be glad to get shut of him when 
his time's up." 

The Colonel betook himself back to nis small 
office, where several of his Rangers were loung- 
ing aimlessly. 

"Anything new come in?" he wanted to know. 

Klegg saluted. "The Widow Hooten's cabin 
burned, sir. Last night. She was in town when 
it happened. Some of the boys out there now 
looking over the remains of the shack." 

The colonel swore under his breath. He was 
beginning to feel a cold breath down his back. 
The governor's implication didn't set so well. 
His Majesty, the Hanovarian, was a hard man, 
seldom placated. It would be an easy matter 
to break him — Col Spotswood. Yes, he'd have 
.to do something, and dratted fast! 

Spotswood slumped down in his big chair 



and covered his burning eyes. He drew a long 
breath and. called a slave to bring a glass of 
water. 



Young Tom Lipton, of the Rangers, rode 
quietly through the budding forest The birds 
sang. Gaudy butterflies flitted across the trail. 
A chipmunk scolded on a stump. The day was 
made for dreaming. 

Tom was dreaming. But it was a practical 
dream he was having, with both eyes wide 
open. He had his ideas about the Indian raids. 
Of course, he wasn't liked much by Col. Spots- 
wood. The colonel hated all indentured men, 
even if they were now free. 

Tom had been a bondsman for five years. 
His crime had been slight, but transportation 
to the American colonies was meted out for the 
most insignificant crimes. He had served his 
time honestly, and now he was a Ranger. No, 
Col. Spotswood had no time for him. But Col 
Spotswood's daughter, Audrey, did. The youth 
grinned. Tom fell to musing on Audrey. A ver- 
itable witch, that's what she was. A wood witch. 
The colonel couldn't keep her at home. She 
loved the forests, and flitted through them like 
an Indian. 

A shadow crossed Tom's face. The Scot, 
MacVeigh, also liked Audrey. He sometimes fol- 
lowed her into the forests, and lay watching her 
at her girlish rites frollicking with her pet bear. 
Tom didn't trust MacVeigh, 

Spang! A musket cracked not far away. An 
angry hornet sped past Tom's face, with not an 
inch to spare. He wheeled his horse and spur- 
red in the direction of the sound. A great crash- 
ing of brush rewarded him but he saw no one. 

"Now, what the devil — " he muttered. "That 
was close. Who could want me dead? 1 ' 

Indians? Hardly. They didn't fight that way. 
No, it must have been a white man. . . . 

When it grew too dark for further progress, 
Tom made camp in a sheltered place and let 
his horse roam to graze. He cooked a bite and 
then lay down in his blankets. He figured he 
was about ten miles from Williamsburgh. He 
was on a routine ride. 

Sometime in the middle of the night, Tom 
awakened. A small sound had brought him out 
of his deep sleep. He stared around at the black 



Spirit 

trees. Then suddenly he froze. Par off, he caught 
a red flicker. He beard a muffled scream. He 
leaped to his feet and, with rifle ready, rushed 
toward the fire. 

He had not noticed the cabin while riding " 
along. It was the home of the Weathers, man 
and wife. Friends they were. Tom reached the 
smoking ruins too late to be of any assistance. 
The man and woman lay dead, both scalped. 
Their log house was a heap of ashes. 

There was nothing he could do. He went 
back to his camp, but was again at the scene 
of the crime just after dawn. He searched the 
scattered ash. Then he found something that 
set his blood zinging. A man's moccasin tracks. 
They were common, of course, but these tracks 
interested Tom immensely. The toes pointed 
outward. 

It was no hard job to trail the tracks. Thera 
had been a light rain the night before, and the 
spring grass was still sparse. He lost the trail 
a few miles from Williamsburgh. But an idea 
was born that wouldn't die. 

That afternoon, sitting with Colonel Spots- 
wood at his home, Tom asked, "What do you 
know about MacVeigh, sir? I mean, is he trust- 
worthy?" 

"He's a dratted — er — yes, he's to be trusted. 
Why?" 

"I made a little private search of the quarters 
this morning. Found a pair of moccasins that 
interested me. Would you mind calling Mac- 
Veigh?" 

The colonel looked puzzled but shouted for 
his indentured man. The Scot shuffled into view 
and halted, scowling. 

"MacVeigh," said Tom, "I'd like to see your 
knife." 

The man started, but slowly drew die knife 
from its sheath. Tom took it, looked it over 
carefully. 

"Ah," he said softly. "Here is what I was 
looking for — a red hair. A long red hair. And 
all Indians walk with their toes pointed inward, 
MacVeigh. Mean anything to you?" No answer 
from the slave. 

"Mrs. Weathers had red hair, MacVeigh," 
said Tom quietly. Then he drew his gun, cov- 
ering the Scot 
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LOOKS LIKE JUST A LITTLE ROCK.} , 
HUH ? *UT THAT'S WHBRB THE *C 1 
GOVERNMENT- CHARTERED SCHOONER) 
JACKSON SANK WITH AIL j- -£-, 
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BECAUSE WHEN I 'XI WHEN ' 
GET HCWE, I'LL TELLJ/VOU GET - 
THE GOV£RNM£NTy\ HOME ' 
EVERYTHING.' 
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ITS A Ctt/MEVBirT A WORSE 
TO MEI.T THIS / CHIME IF THE 
STUFF DOWN A GOVERNMENT, 

INTO GOID'.J^ KNOWS WHERE 

THAT GOID CAME FEOM! 
ANYWAY, WEU BE 
RICH- 
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THESE PHIZES ARE GIVEN TO YOU-Just send for 40 pack, 
ets of easy selling 1 Garden Spot Seed! which you can easily 
and quickly sell to your friends and neighbors at 10a each. 
Return the $4.00 collected and select your Prize In ao- 
cordanoe to oar offers. SEND NO MONEY-WE TRUST YOU. 



kitchen. Entire set ji'.cn 
for •elllnsr only 4 puts. 
t 10c a packet. 



Qttkt Models lor Men and Wean, Bays and Girls. 





Modal "A" Modal "B p 
Dart ara her* af i 
men aod Komen, bon anil girla, M loni aniiTai: 
mina'acrarert raannte«a*alwar«, tbrM 

aicellenl mMerlMa. Ant ol tnew mndrta loura lor tne art 
Given for aclllng one ord>r .ii.n.ii p>lns «i.-o. ar * i 
wlthOna •mint c*a M»ra»l|li>£lw» »r<ar». Siata at>la dartrad. 
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Everyone wh» plaits a gardei helps aid 
helps greatly to solve the problem ol the leed- 
Inf of the Piny ntedy nations of the world. 
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ONE PAIR RABBITS 

■:■..<.■ raiiiaeol ribbiit for iba market la • 
!.--.'!!i_!iii» builnrxi. We offer t_n .__. 
• ■■ice *a,f* inltal Una fair g(«.» 
blia rot- aclling only tna araars, 
.fioMiw *mt tv. CWfct* 



Get this mllitary- 
lil;e outfit for your 
very own, officers 
belt, cap and au- 
tomatic type pis- 
tot Bndhofster. 
dim ror aclllng; 
only one order 
or teed* 4 bum 
atiUca birkrl, 
fc T :NI; IN YOUR 
OliDER TODAY. 



Latest Rubber Va1*» Tfpt" 
Glean Atr ic!Ma| only 
li)(.kU, at 10 cU. (Ml. 



Be first 
In your 

£," town to 
own this 

Red, White and 

Blue "Victory" 

UK*. 

«"»i« »«d acnt 
V«ata>ail« tor 
a*lll>*oalroo.e 
Onln. ornvr or 
daman ■ »•! 
•**«« M le «ta. 
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Garden i__ 
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I Will Show You How to 

Learn RADIO 

I by Practicing in Spare Time 




to build this Vacuum Tube 
make changes which give 
with packs of many kinds; 
t power pack troubles. 



BuildinB this A. M. Sipnal Generator give 

am;>lttii<!i<-ini.i<ii!liitLil aiB'ials for man 
iiiuj i.j.iit-1 lujeota. 



... build this Superheterodyne . 
hii-li lirings in local and dista 
uns— and gives Jim mo! e rxi'i 
tli. iuu wm =ii(.f, a s iu Itadio. 



KNOW mAmO-&&cSucce<& 

I Will Train You at Home- SAMPLE LESSON FREE 



Do you want a good-pay job in 
the fast-growing Radio Industry 
— or your own Radio Shop? Mail 
the- Coupon for a Sample Lesson 
and my 64-page book, "Win Rich 
Rewards in Radio," both FREE. 
See how I will train you at home 
— how you get practical Radio 
experience building, testing Ra- 
dio circuits with 6 BIG KITS 
OF. PARTS I send! 
Many Beginners Soon Make Extra 
Money in Spare Time While Learning 
The day you enroll I start 
sending EXTRA MONEY JOB 
SHEETS that show how to make 
EXTRA money fixing neighbors' 
Radios in spare time while still 
learning! It's probably easier to 



get started now than ever before, 
because the Radio Repair Business 
is booming. Trained Radio Tech- 
nicians also find profitable oppor- 
tunities in Police, Aviation, Marine 
Radio, Broadcasting, Radio Manu- 
facturing, Public Address work. 
Think of even greater opportunities 
as Television, FM, and Electronic 
devices become available to the 
public! SendforFREEbooksnowi 
APPROVED FOR TRAINING 



Find Out What NRI Can Do For You 

Mail Coupon for Sample Lesson and my 
FREE 64-page book. Read the details about 
my Course : letters from men I trained ; 
see how quickly, easily you can get started. 
No obligation! Just MAIL COUPON. 
NOW in envelope or pasteon penny postal. 
J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 7BA3. 
National Radio Institute, Pioneer Home 
Study Radio School, Washington 9, D. C. 



My Course Includes Training: in 

TELEVISION • ELECTRONICS 
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Tiny celt packs enough 

ENERGY 
to kick 186 field goals 

Like football? Like to sit breath- 
less while the Big Team goes 
into kick formation for a last- 
minute winning try? Then lis- 
ten: The great new "Eveready" 
flashlight cell NOW has energy 
equal to that used in making 
186 big-time field goals from 
the 25-yard line? Extra power 
makes "EVEREADY" batteries 
the All -American choice foi 
brilliant, lasting, low-cost light 



BATTERY LASTS 
93% LONGER! 




THE NEW "Eveready" flashlight cell literally blasts 
darkness with a dazzling beam of powerful white lighc. 
And does it for nearly twice as long as famous pre-war 
"Eveready" batteries. Because this new cell packs 93% 
more energy! Service from "Eveready" flashlight batteries 
is nearly doubled . . . yet you pay no more for this far 
greater value! For longer life of brighter light . . . get these 
new "Eveready" flashlight batteries! 

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC. 

30 East 42nd Street, New York 17, N. Y. 
Unit o! Union Carbide Vm and Carbon Corporation 



93% MORE ENERGY 

Nearly twice the electric 
energy. ..almost two timet 
longer life than even fa- 
mous pre-war "Eveready" 
batteries. That's today's 
high ■ energy "Eveready" 
battery— proved by "Light 
Industrial Flashlight" test 
devised by the American 
Standards Association. 
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Bumblebeeman (Udo P.) 
(1961-08-13 - 2009-06-27) 



We Will Never Forget .. 




